THE STEEL GLAS.                         67

When dramsare dumb, and found not dub a dub, J[7hate

Then be thou eke, as inewet as a mayde       Sfour

(I preach this fermon but to fouldiours)

And learne to hue, within thy bravries bounds, peace.

Let not the Mercer, pul thee by the fleeue

For futes of filke, when cloth may ferue thy turne,

Let not thy fcores, come robbe thy needy purfe,

Make not the catchpol, rich by thine arrest

Art thou a Gentle? Hue with gentle friendes,
Which wil be glad, thy companie to haue,
If manhoode may, with manners well agree.

Art thou a feruing man? then ferue againe,
And flint to fteale as common fouldiours do.

Art thou a craftfman ? take thee to thine artc,
And caft off flouth, which loytreth in the Campes.

Art thou a plowman preffed for a Ihift?
Then learne to clout, thine old caft cobled fhoes,
And rather bide, at home with barly bread,
Than learne to fpoyle, as thou haft feene fome do.

Of truth (my friendes, and my companions eke)
Who luft, by warres to gather lawful welth,
And fo to get, a right renoumed name,
Muft caft afide, al common trades of warre,
And learne to Hue, as though he knew it not.

Well, thus my Knight hath held me al to long.

Bycaufe he bare, fuch compaffe in my glaffe.

High time were then, to turne my weiy pen,

Vnto the Peafant comming next in place.

And here to write, the fumme of my conceit,

I do not meane, alonely husbandmen,

Which till the ground, which dig, delve, mow and fowe,

Which fwinke and fweate, whiles we do fleepe and

And ferch the guts of earth, for greedy gam,      [fnort